EDMUND  GOSSE

limbs, the glitter of his eyes, the set of his features,
the very colour of his pale hair. Stevenson,
returning to the Savile Club in 1927, would have
found no great alteration in the appearance of
the friend of forty years ago, no baldness, no
white beard, no retrospective mumbling; but
the same man, looking much the same, still
vivacious, critical, satirical, keenly interested in
the day's creation and the day's intrigue, still
given to sudden bursts of unbounded kindness.
He would also find him there at lunch on the
same day of the week: for the early discipline
and the early conflict left Gosse with habits of
intense regularity. Nobody ever answered letters
more punctually or more neatly than he. What
he gave he expected : there was a severe frown
and a caustic remark (experto crede) for anyone
who turned up five minutes late at a committee
of which he was chairman.

He had himself completely in hand: the
repression which that involved led, at times, to
a certain irritability : and, as the child had had
to fight for its life with its father, in a lonely
cottage or drab London lodgings, so the man was
always ready at a moment's notice to take up
any gauntlet and reply to any real or apparent
insult or invasion. He did not suffer fools gladly;
and, fools or no, he had no use for his enemies.
In middle life he had some bitter controversies:
he made enemies sometimes because of his under-
standable dislike of the extremer forms of religious
dogmatism, sometimes because he replied to
affronts with affronts, sometimes because of that

305